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retained for my memory an impression of rural
fecundity and summer glow absolutely unequalled.
The garden seemed to burn like a green sun, with
crimson stars and orange meteors to relieve it. All,
I believe, has since then been altered. Selborne,
they tell me, has ceased to bear any resemblance
to that rich nest in which Thomas Bell so piously
guarded the idea of Gilbert White, If it be so, we
must live content with

The memory of what has bffn,
And mver more may be.